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And even in light of that, I am content with who I am. 
And he lies. 
I thumb through old photographs, 
And I long to be home 
Where the Michigan fall colors are a piece of me-
A feeling in me. 
I want to be home ... 
In the middle of a playground 
Sits a writer and a romantic in his heart, 
And he keeps a record of every person 
Who has ever loved him, changed him, or hurt him so much 
That he cried tears of futility and rage. 
"I will change." 
"I can change." 
But yet the writer remains unchanged. 
And he lies. 
And I lie. 
He lied. 
And I lied. 
We lie. 
We lied. 
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The wind 
blows in the cold dark 
night through the air into my flesh -
think of that lone star above, how 
it gleams into existence one dreary 
night, how it lives its days 
shining, how it gives the land below 
its meager heat , how it strives for 
perfection in a world 
of careless imperfections, how it is never 
in touching distance of its goal, how 
it lives thus through countless decades 
that seem an eternity, how it dies 
and becomes one with the night, then think of 
those that inhabit the earth -
The wind 
blows the cold dark 
night through the air into my flesh 
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